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PROCEEDINGS OF THE FIFTH UNIVERSAL 
PEACE CONGRESS. 

The Fifth Universal Peace Congress opened in the Hall 
of Washington, Permanent Memorial Art Palace, Chicago, 
on the 14th of August. Hon. C. C. Bonney, President of 
the World's Congress Auxiliary of the Columbian Exposi- 
tion, under whose auspices the Peace Congress was held, 
opened the meeting with a short address of welcome. He 
called attention to the purpose for which all the World's 
Congresses of this year were being held as one of friendly 
association and comparison and intended to promote the 
brotherhood of the world. The Peace Congress, he said, 
was in some sense the appropriate climax of all these 
congresses. After extending a hearty welcome to the 
delegates he called upon Hon. Thomas B. Bryan, chair- 
man of the local committee on organization, and Mrs. 
Charles Henrotin, Vice-President of the Women's Branch 
of the Auxiliary, both of whom in a few appropriate 
words joined in giving the delegates a cordial welcome . 

Hezekiah Butterworth, of the Youth's Companion, Bos- 
ton, was then introduced and read the following ode 
entitled 



WHITE CITY BY THE INLAND SEA. 

Columbus, pilot of the Aryan race. 

Before whose prow the heavens rose in gold, 

Behind whose keel the ocean backward rolled. 

We sing thy praise, O seer. 

On this our secular year; 
And that New Pilot that as years increase 
Shall life's uncharted mysteries unfold. 
And glorious lead the race of heaven to peace ! 



" Come see ye a day that no eye ever saw, 

Nor again shall be seen by the living ! " 
So the sweet notes of peace blew the trumpets of war. 

For Rome's century feast a thanksgiving; 
The century feast of Minerva and Pan, 

Of the golden wheat fields of Latona, 
The feast that the games of the heroes began. 

The feast of the Cycles of honor; 
The Seculum grand that the destinies sung 

In the centuries thrilling with story; 



When the heralds went forth and the clear trumpets rung 

Through the air and the arches of glory — 
" Come see ye the day that no eye ever saw, 
Nor again shall be seen by the living; 
Come see ye the day! 
Come see ye the day ! 
The Seculum ! Feast of thanksgiving ! " 



Grander trumpets than Rome's in the Appian Way 

In our ears, O my brothers, are ringing; 
They have summoned the nations: " Come see ye the day 

That the mountains and hills have been singing ; 
Come see ye the day that awakened the strain 

When the golden lyres trembled o'er Bethlehem's plain. 
That the prophet by Shiloh foresung in his lays. 

That Virgil re-echoed in Pollio's praise, 
That to number the Aryan races have trod 

Through ages of toil the new highways of God, 
That the end of the faith of all heroes shall prove. 
And crown all the martyrs with laurels of love ! 
Come see ye the day that man never saw. 
The day that shall silence the trumpets of war, 
And forever shall live ; 
Come see ye the day ! " 

III. 

Long the trumps have been sounding. Them Phocion heard, 

Aurelius in night marches olden; 
Them Rome, that stood still at Concordia's word, 

To sing 'mid her harvesties golden. 
The white Essenes heard them, the Waldenses' tents, 
The Palmers of peace, 'neath the skies of Provence; 
Pestalozzi who gave the Free School to mankind, 
Where bold the Alpine Cross blew in the wind; 
Them Wilberforce heard, them Cobden and Bright, 
The Quakeress Mott, them Sumner and Wright, 
And grand San Martin, who obedient laid down 
Incarial gold and Peruvian crown, 
And young Salaverry, who peace peans sung, 
Where the Andes above him their irises hung; 
New Italy heard them, and summoned from far 
The nobles of peace to her dead halls of war, 
And the white-bordered flag of America lay 
On the old gladiator ! immortal the day ! 
We heard them that morn, when the banner unfurled 
O'er Sandy Hook's waters to welcome the world. 
And the navies passed by and beheld on the height 
The White-Bordered Flag in the war-clouded light. 
When the White City set its new domes in the air. 
And the angels at night in the skies gathered there. 
And o'er it were lifted the gates of the sun. 
And heaven to the workmen had answered, well done ! 
The jubilant trumps, down earth's Appian Way, 
Ring forth to all peoples : " Come see ye the day. 

Come see ye the day that no man ever saw, 
The day that shall silence the annals of war. 
And forever shall live. 
Come see ye the day I " 

IV. 

O, Aryan race, whose Seculums rolled 
Through Rome's old republic of splendor, 



